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Summary: It was the accident that nobody expected and that wasn't planned. It was evening at Monte d'Or and everyone seemed to be gathered in the square, awaiting the masked man who performed for them, not realizing that it would be his last. (Miracle Mask spoilers ahead.)





	The Shattered Miracle

"5, 6, 7, 8... No one can escape their fate," The masked man announced to all of Monte d'Or. He walked miles above the crowd, seemingly in the air. He swung his cane around.

The audience marveled at his antics so far.

"He's walking on air," Luke gasped.

"How is that possible," Emmy questioned.

He continued to walk until he got close to the museum. He sharply turned back towards the audience as they stood and gaped at him. "Ladies and gentlemen, your eyes do not deceive you," he claimed. He spread out his arms to make his point. He began to wobble unsteadily. "Leave the deception to," he managed to blurt out before losing his balance completely.

Everyone gasped as suddenly the man who was performing some sort of magic began to fall.

"Professor, he's falling," Luke exclaimed. His eyes widened.

The audience screamed with fright as the Masked Gentleman fell. The police began to grow closer to the estimated impact site. They created a circular barrier around where they thought the man would fall. Soon, the masked man fell with a sickening thud. The crowd drew closer, inspecting the mysterious person, to see if he was alright.

Professor Layton, Emmy, Luke, Angela, and Henry moved through the crowd and eventually through the police circle.

"Do you think he's alright," Luke asked curiously.

"It's hard to say," Professor Layton stated. He walked up to the man. Henry followed closely behind. The Masked Gentleman was breathing shallowly.

"Henry," the man seemed to growl.

"You shouldn't speak," Professor Layton insisted. "You needn't needlessly waste your breath." He scanned the crowd. "Is there a doctor here?"

There was a light chuckle. "And why would you care," he wheezed. "You left your friend to die in those ruins."

Layton frowned. "Randall?"

Henry's eyes widened. "Master Randall?!"

Layton reached towards the masked man and removed the hat, mask, and the wig. Underneath the costume, a tan-looking man with fluffy red hair stared at them.

Angela rushed over to Randall. "Randall, no," she exclaimed, stricken with grief. She looked like she was crying. She leaned over to Randall's face. "You failed me," 'she' whispered to him. 'She" let out a heartbreaking cry. 'She' backed up slightly, but clung to his arm.

"Master Randall," Henry exclaimed. "Why would you do something so dangerous?"

"You stole everything from me... my fortune, my treasure, Angella. Why on earth would I allow this to continue?"

"Randall, please. I'm sure everything is more than it seems," Professor Layton insisted. He continued to look for someone who could help.

Henry nodded. "Yes Master Randall! Please let me explain!"

Randall chuckled." No. You've stolen everything. My gold, my Angela, and now... my life. All of this... is because of you..."

"You say that as if you're gonna die! Randall please, save your breath until we get you some help," Layton exclaimed, in an uncharacteristically loud voice.

"I will not rest peacefully," Randall wheezed. His breathing slowed. "Angela...Hershel...Henry..." He became limp.

Professor Layton tipped his hat in respect. "Had I known it was you, old friend, perhaps things would have been different."

"My son," a man yelled from the crowd. A hairy man ran towards the now-dead Randall. "Why did you do all this," he asked in a quiet voice.

One by one, people began to come close to the unmasked man.

"Randall, I may have said this before but uh...," Alphonse started awkwardly. "You didn't deserve all this. I'm sorry for not being nicer." He moved backwards.

"You were a very intelligent and kind boy Randall," Esther muttered. "I'm sad to lose you again."

"Randall," an older lady muttered from her wheelchair. "You were alive this entire time," her voice quivered. "And you never came home? My sweet, sweet Randall, I never got to see you again," she muttered. Tears poured down her cheek.

Henry walked to Randall. "Master Randall, I'm not sure why you would think I stole from you, but nothing could be further from that," Henry began to try to explain. He stifled a sob. "I wanted to wait... until you came back, but now..."

Professor Layton gave Henry a pat on the shoulder and walked up to Randall. "So Randall. It's been quite a long time since I saw you." He gave a sad smile. "I'm a teacher now. Guess what subject?" He sighed. "I'm sorry Randall, for not being there, for not looking hard enough." He pulled his hat over his eyes. "Perhaps if we found you, this wouldn't have happened."

The crowd began to be pushed away. 'Angela' disappeared in the crowd, but nobody seemed to notice. All anyone in the area cared about was the person lying in front of the museum.

* * *

><p><strong>So, sorta angsty, but who doesn't like a little angst every once in awhile. So this was a sorta what-if situation, since this miracle was used with a tightrope, and we all know that Randall's a little... clumsy.<strong>

**So uh... hope you liked it! Bye!**


End file.
